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WlUMK TB THE StME Act... 

MB THE WRIB BE THE UBEMGE! 


Capital: Old Mouse Ciry 
Population: We’re not sure. (Math doesn’t exist 

CAVEMICE, THERE ARE PLENTY OF DINOSAURS, J^Y TOO 
TIGERS, AND FEROCIOUS CAVE BEARS — BUT NO MOUSE 
EVER HAD THE COURAGE TO COUNT THEm! 

Typical Food: Petrified cheese soup 
National HoinAy: Srert Sap Onv, 

which celebrates the discovery of fire. Rodents 

EXCHANGE GRILLED CHEESE SANDWICHES ON THIS HOLIDAY- 

National Drink: Mammoth milkshakes 
Climate: Unpredictable, with 




cinccse 

soup 



The basic unit of measurement is based on 

THE length of THE TAIL OF THE LEADER OF 
THE VILLAGE. A UNIT CAN BE DIVIDED INTO A 
HALF TAIL OR QUARTER TAIL. ThE LEADER IS 
ALWAYS READY TO PRESENT HIS TAIL WHEN THERE 
IS A DISPUTE. 
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MANY AGES AGO, ON PREHISTORIC MOUSE ISLAND, THERE 
WAS A VILLAGE CALLED OLD MOUSE CITY. IT WAS INHABITED 
BY BRAVE ROPBNT SAP/Bm KNOWN AS THE CAVEMICE. 

DANGERS SURROUNDED THE MICE AT EVERY TURN: 
EARTHQUAKES, METEOR SHOWERS, FEROCIOUS DINOSAURS, 
AND FIERCE GANGS OF SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. BUT THE 
BRAVE CAVEMICE FACED IT ALL WITH A SENSE OF HUMOR, 
AND WERE ALWAYS READY TO LEND A HAND TO OTHERS. 

HOW DO I KNOW THIS? I DISCOVERED AN 
ANCIENT BOOK WRlHEN BY MY ANCESTOR, GERONIMO 
STILTONOOT! HE CARVED HiS STORIES INTO STONE TABLETS 
AND ILLUSTRATED THEM WITH HIS ETCHINGS. 

I AM PROUD TO SHARE THESE STONE AGE STORIES WITH 
YOU. THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF THE CAVEMICE WILL 
MAKE YOUR FUR STAND ON END, AND THE JOKES WILL 


TICKLE YOUR WHISKERS! HAPPY READING! 











It was a warm autumn and I 

was feeling mousetastic! There were no 
flictcdr showers, no erupting voleanoes, 
and no earthquakes. 

It was a fabumouse 

cavemouse day! 

After a light breakfast of fourteen Jurassic 
cheeses, ten Paleozoic cheese balls, and eight 
cups of mammoth milkshake, 

I nimbly skipped to my office. (Well, more 
or less — 

Oh, I forgot to introduce myself! My name 

is Stiltonoot, eeRoiiimo stiLtonoot, 

and I’m the publisher of The Stone Gazette, 










the most famouse newspaper 

in the STONE AGE . . . 

probably because it’s the 
only one! 

I had just stuck my snout 
out of my cave, when I 
heard a flapping sound — 

SWOOOOOSH! - 

followed by a loud shriek: 

“IAMW 





MYSTERIOUS MAIl! 


A mail-a-dactyl dropped a stone slab on 
my head! Great rocky boulders — the slab 
was so heavy, it flalLengJ me on the 
ground like a Jurassic cheddar pancake! 
When I sat up again, I looked at the 

mega-slab and was shocked 
to see that it was from . . , saiiY 

My archenemy Sally — 
the host of Gossip Radio, the rodent who 
spreads fake news all over Old Mouse 
City — actually wrote to me?! lMPAW55lBLEl 
Gossip Radio is The Stone Gazette’s 
biggest, most double-crossing competitor. 
Its headquarters are perched on top of a 
small hill. From there, Sally ICKccIlcX the 
most inaccurate, dishonest, and just plain 
fake gossip in the Stone Age, 

Sally’s lieilllS is passed by word of 
mouth to other rodents and shriekers, 
























MYSTERIOUS MAIL! 


who then screech it to others. By the time 
the news gets to the last mouse, it usually 

SBHSB Sally's stories get mouserifically 

t 

* 




What kind of reporting is that? Sally is a 
pawsitive fraud! I didn’t even read her note. 

As soon as I got to the office 
that morning, I was greeted by my 

.^9 assistant, witty upswooT. 

'‘Everything okay, boss?" 
"See for yourself," I 
grumbled, handing him 
SailY'S note 

He read the message 
carefully. "Boss, it's 
an Sally is 

inviting you to a 
mousestastic 









MYSTERIOUS MRIl! 




team TREASURE HUNT!” 

For all the thorns on a cactus! 

“What?! Are you sure, Wiley?” 

I asked. 

Wiley handed the note back to me. '‘Hold 
on to your cheese, boss — take a look!’’ 


/ / Dear cepowiivio, 

you are oppiCiaiLy iniviteo to participate ini a \ 
nneoa teann treasure Hunt oroaniizeD oy tue Most ^ 
\ \ DiStiniGUiSHeo reporter iiu tue stoiue Aoe - Me, 

\ \ sauy ROGKMouseiu! do you accept? Maru tue • 4 

\ \ BOXOPUOUrCHOiCe: • yW 

I accept! □ i cani t repusei 

. □ ABSoiuteiui Dsurei 













MYSTERIOUS MAUI 


"NEVEPI- 

I squeaked. 

'‘Never say never, boss,” replied Wiley. 

"I refuse to go!” I said, shaking my snout. 
He shrugged. "Whatever you say, boss, 
but did you see this?” 

GrtEESEl 

The back of the slab had another message 
chiseled in very, very, very small print; 

IP you Doni't paptiCipate, gossip Raoio will soueau 
to evepy pooeiut in tue stonie ago that you pe appaio 
to Lose. OLD Mouse City will piniaiiy peauze tuat 
you’Pe a total scapeoy-Mousei see you toMOPPOw 
MOPniiniG ini SiniGiiuG rock souapei 


Crusty cheese chunks! How could Sally 
Rockmousen accuse me of such a thing? 



MYSTERIOUS MAIl! 


Okay, so maybe Fm not the bravest mouse 

in the STONE AGE, but Tve always worked 

hard, and Fve never turned my back on a 

cuaiience 

‘That really ttO^SlSttS my cheese!'’ I 
muttered. “Fll never go on Sally's treasure 
hunt — and I mean mtpr 









Wiley looked me square in the EYE. “I 
don’t think that’s such a good idea, boss.” 

“You’re right, Wiley,” I said firmly. “After 
all the dirty TWCKS Sally has pulled on 
us, Fm not going to fall for another one!'’ 

“No!" he replied. “I mean that it's not a 
good idea to Sally's invitation." 

Rotten ricotta! Wiley was using the same 
tone of voice Grandma Ratrock used in the 
morning to get me out of bed for the gym. 

“You definitely HAVE TO participate," 
Wiley squeaked. 

“But ... 1 don't HAVE TOl” I replied. 
“You see, 1 HAVE TO go to the dentist. . . 











THINK VERY CRREFUllY. BOSS! 


and I HAVE TO feed my autosaurus . . . 
and I HAVE TO work at the office, but —” 
“That’s exactly it!” Wiley squeaked. “The 
office! Work! The newspaper! If you don’t 
participate in the TREASURE HUNT, how 
do you think that will make The Stone 
Gazette look?” 

The truth was, WILEy was right. I couldn’t 
refuse. I couldn’t risk looking like an 

unsportsmouselike rodent. The Stone 

Gazette’s reputation was at stake! 






THINK VERY CAREFUllY. BOSS! 


I reluctantly began CMISEL-IHCS a 
check mark on the invitation. 

Once I finished, I scurried out of the 
office and started for some 

other mice to join my team. And who do 
you think was the Fil?St rodent to pop 
into my head? 

You got it! The most famouse detective in 
the Stone Age: my friend HgfCOl® Folrif! 

























I headed for Hercule’s cave as fast as my 
paws would take me. But as I got closer, I 

didn't see the Paleozoic banana peel 

lying on the ground. I stepped on it, lost my 
balance, and . . . 


Vl H ®ooooo 



I began slipping and 
sliding down the hill, 
and 

faster and 

fyster'i 

Holey boulders, 

1 was in trouble! 



















and crashed into Hercule’s cave! Dazed, I 
stayed there TlaLLened' against the rock 
like a barnacle attached to a Paleozoic cliff. 




How prehistorically painful! 

Hearing my thundering entrance, my 
friend Hercule scurried out of his cave. 

“Pointy triceratops 
horns, Geronimo! 






Couldn’t you have 
just knocked?” 

massaging my bumps 
and bruises. 

Once I got 
myself together, 
I told Hercule 


about the TREASURE HUNT. 

“Very Strcinge!” he remarked. “Td 

better come with you. Who knows what 
kind of a mess you’ll end up in otherwise!” 

‘‘It’s settled, then — you’ll be part of my 
TEA^^l” I squeaked, relieved. 

“Yes, but, Geronimo,” Hercule said in a 
low voice, “this seems like a dirty thck 
This whole treasure hunt thing 
even more than you do . . 

I guess I hadn’t bathed in almost a 










THIS WHOU THING STINKS! 


MlOlNlTlH 


_ - but how could he tell?! 

“Let’s seer my friend pondered. 

‘'Our team is going to need someone who’s 
brave, dynamic, and full of In 

other words, we need your sister, Thea!” 

“But she’s not around,” I answered with 
a frown. “She’s on an expedition to the 



THEA STEERING HER TEAM OF 
SLED-AUTOSAURUSES 





















THIS WHOIE THING STINKS! 


’’ Hercule exclaimed, 
peeling a banana and looking disappointed. 
“Then who else are we going to recruit?” 

“Well, we could ask Trap ...” I suggested 
with a shrug. 

“Fabumouse!” Hercule squeaked, cheering 
up. “At least wedl have a good supply of 

fpcd!” 

My cousin Trap runs the Rotten 
Tootl> which is famouse for 

its food. The chef, QredSelld 
makes whisker-licking good meals. VUMf 

“We can ask my nephew Benjamin, too,” 
I added. 

“That's good,” agreed Hercule, munching 
on another banana. “But we also need some 
intuition! ” 

“Uh, female intuition?” I repeated, 
scratching my snout. “Who did you have 






in mind? / 

WefrvyitfifiCDiiiise, \ 

* • 

the village leader’s 
daughter?” 

"Of course not, 

Geronimo!” Hercule said. 

"We need someone who’s more 
determined. Someone who’s as 
as aged cheddar. Someone like your 
Grandma Ratrock!” ..... 

9 

"But Grandma is at the Great Gurgling \ 
Gegser for her arthritis treatments,” I / 
explained. 

Hercule EiOOKEll) at me 
slyly. "Geronimo, no one else 
comes to mind? me? 

I know someone perfect 
for our team — and for 








THIS WHOLE THING STINKS! 


“W-wait a m-m-minute!'' I stammered, 
turning as red as a Paleozoic hct pcppcr. 
“Y-you’re not thinking of . . 

‘'Of course I am!” Hercule said, grinning. 
“Wedl ask G’farcS'S’g (Jo^°urat, the shaman's 
daughter!” 



Hercule shook his snout. “No V?ots — 
I'm heading to her cave right now! In the 









THIS WHOIE THING STINKS! 



meantime, you go get Trap and Benjamin. 
Wedl all meet for dinner at the Rotten Tooth 
Tavern!’’ 



I stood there, as petriiiea as a block 


of granite. You see, 


is the most 


beautiful, charming, determined, brave 
mouse in the Stone Age. I have a huge 

GimilSlIfi on her! 

As it turned out, Clarissa accepted 
Hercule’s invitation without twitching a 
whisker. But before she left, she stuffed her 
purse with bottles and bottles of perfume 
(lily ©f the Mlley, her favorite scent). 

'‘You said that this treasure hunt stinks 
of trickery,” she explained with a grin, "so I 
figured I’d better bring along a good supply 
of perfume. It’s going to be a Siooedlj 


setiirch! 





As planned, we met that evening at the 
Rotten Tooth Tavern. Our team was now 
complete, and we’d named ourselves the 
Super Stiltonoots. We were ready for the 
most mousestastic TRE.fl§URE HUNT in 
the Stone Age! 

Trap was jumping out of his fur with 
excitement. 'This is going to be easy-cheesy! 
Tm a riddle-cracking genius!” 

“Actually . . .” I Started. 

Trap grinned. "Do you remember the 
time I solved the brainteasers at the OSG 

mu mumm an by 

myself?” 











I remembered that competition 

‘I 

well — because I had whispered 
the answers to Trap! But this wasn’t 
the time to pOfflt that out. 
Instead, I sniffed and noticed that 
GIqtIsBq was spraying her lily of the 
valley perfume all over the Rottch 

Tootf> 

“Fossi/i' 2 e <3 ■Pe'td!” grumbled 


I 


-aio 


s: 





































Greasella Stonyfur. Then she turned 
to Clarissa, frowning. ‘‘Are you 
trying to say that my restaurant 

stinks? ” she asked. 

“Of course not, Greasella!” Clarissa 
said with a smile. “Your tavern is 
squeaky clean. It’s your customers 
who don’t wash often!” 

Greasella and made a 

































SPRITZI SPRITZI SPRITZI 


face. fl^^! You’re right!” 

''I o|)j6ct!” exclaimed Trap. “I took a 
bath a month and a half ago!” 

''And I washed myself about a month ago,” 
I said. "I even lathered my 
Greasella pinched her snout. "NeWS 

flash: You stink!” 

That’s when we noticed that Hercule 
was unusually quiet. He looked awfully 

uncertain. 

"What’s wrong?” I asked. 

"I was just thinking,” he said. "I still feel 

like Sally’s invitation is very, very 

strange! 

"I think so, too, Uncle Geronimo,” 
piped up. 

"Yes,” said Hercule. "Sally isn’t the type to 
organize something without an 

mativ^, a f Kick a SCAM, a —” 




5PRITZ! SPRITZ! SPRITZ! 




“Enough squeaking!'' Clarissa interrupted 
him. “Let's have diiOiOCr and then get to 
bed. Tomorrow is going to be a long day, 
and it sounds like we need to be ready for 
anything!" 

“I just had a thought!" Hercule squeaked. 
“Be sure to bring your clubs, and keep 
them close to you. With Sally, you never 
know what might happen ..." 

I was sbunnee). 

Hercule was right! 

had a 










SPRITZ! 5PRITZ! SPRITZI 


What kind of the dangers would we face 
the next day? Thinking of the possibilities 
made my whiskers curl with fear. 

But then a sweet voice said, “Good night, 
Geronimo!’’ 

I turned to see Clarissa blow me a ktss 
and saunter off to her cave. 

Ah, Clarissa ... what a fabumouse rodent! 


















SPRITZ! SPRITZ! SPRITZ! 




I suddenly realized something. 

The treasure hunt might be dangerous, 

TREAcHEBOUS. and very risky — risky 

enough to make us extinct. But I would get 
to spend a lot of time with the rodent of my 
dreams! 

My whiskers quivered . . . but this time 









lujtnssic 



MEGAtlTHKrWieE 



The next morning, we showed up at Singing 
Rock Square, as fv-^SYi and Tlinnbl^ as 
cricketosauruses. There were two other 
teams: the Jurassic CIncddarsinouts, 

led by Squeaks McStone, and the Megalithic 
Mice, led by Bobby Bouldermouse. 

“Don’t the Jurassic Cheddarsnouts look 
like a bunch of boneheads?” asked Hercule. 
“Beating them will be mouseling’s play!” 

I had to admit, the members of the first 
team did look like 

On the other paw, the Megalithic Mice 
looked like real As I walked 

closer, Sally Rockmousen gave me a 


















look. She 

stood between two 
enormouse rodents. 

‘The rules are 
very simple,” SdllY 
explained, “You each 
have to solve a RiDDLe 
that will lead you 
someplace in the city. 
Once you get there, 
you’ll find a second 
RiDDLe that will point 
you to the third RiDDLe, 
and then to the fourth, 
and so on until you find 
the TREMUREl The 
first one to the treasure 
wins. Simple!” 








JURASSIC CHEDDARSNOUTS AND MEGAIITHIC MICE 


“Yeah, right!” Hercule whispered in my 
ear. “It may sound simple, but UTlcIeTHe^li 
it all, I smell a rat. Mark my squeaks!” 

Sally handed out the first RiDDL^S to each 
of the three team leaders. Squeaks McStone, 
the Jurassic Cheddarsnouts’ leader, was the 
first to read his note out loud: 

“THe Most POMOUSe 

PODIO SHOW )N tue 

stone Aoer 

“Hmm, could it be Gossip Radio?” asked 
Patty Rockington, one of the team members. 

“^t couftcL be. . . .” said her sister Tracy. 

“Fabumouse! Let’s go there now!” 
squeaked the third sister, Maisy. 

Oln» for tVie love of cheese/ 

Gossip Radio was the ONLY radio show in 
the Stone Age! 





JURASSIC CHEDDARSNOUTS AND MEGAIITHIC MICE 


Next up was BOBBV BOULDCRinCUSC, 

who read the Megalithic Mice’s riddle: 

“GOSSIP Queeni op the stome 
Aoe. HOP luaniie Beoiius witH 
am 5 aiuD eiuos witH a ni" 














JURASSIC CHEDDARSNOUTS AND MEGAIITHIC MICE 


“It's Sally, of course!” Matt, Pat, and Nat 
Stoneford answered in unison. “Couldn't 
our riddle be something harder? Rats!” 

“Don’t OO^lplaiVl — now we know that 
we have to go to Sally's replied 

...•Annie AV?\epgws. 











JURASSIC CHEDDARSNOUTS AND MEGAIITHIC MICE 




Hercule had been listening to the other 
teams, too, and he Winker at me. 
“Pawsome! The riddles are all easq- 
ebeesu! WeVe got victory in our paws, 
Geronimo!'’ 

But maybe he had spoken TdO soon . . . 





Trap, who had named himself our team 
leader, read our riddle and j?cratdi€<f his 
snout. 

“Hmm. I don’t get it!” 

“Aren’t you supposed to be the l^TlGi Or 
RiDDLeS? ” asked Clarissa. 

“Sure as Swiss, but this is a Jurassic 
brainteaser!” Trap said. “Listen to this: 

WHeiv He’S PULI, 

He’S LiGHteP! ” 

We all twirled our whiskers and thought 
about it. 

Fossilized feta! SmokB was coming out 















BENJAMIN THE BRAIN! 



of our ears from all that thinking! 

'The other two teams are already on their 
way/' said Clarissa, "and we're standing 
here like B60LDEqS! 

“Petrified Parmesan, it’s not fair!” Hercule 
grumbled. “The other teams got yup^r- 
yinnple riddles. I knew that rat Sally was 
going to trick us!” 







BENIAMIN THE BRAIN! 


“Let’s not get discouraged,” Benjamin 
squeaked. “Let’s concentrate, instead. Who 
is when he’s full?” 

“If you’re full because you drank ten cups 
of steamy hot cheese, then you obviously 
don’t feel lighter,” (KgrtS’S'Q said. 

“I agree,” I put in. “And if your skin is 
full of megalithic you 

definitely don’t feel any lighter.” 

Crusty cheese crumbs! We weren’t a single 
pawstep closer to solving the riddle! 

All of a sudden, Benjamin remembered 
something. “I think I’ve got it! There’s 
someone in who 

becomes lighter when he’s full — and then 

he PUBS!” 

Clarissa jumped to her paws. 

“Of course! Why didn’t we think of it 


sooner? It must be a EdllSfillfiSdLPLS!” 





BENIAMIN THE BRAIN! 


jUk 


We scurried toward Old Mouse City’s 
Ilifh-bPOTPt as fast as our paws would 
take us. That’s where they keep all the 
balloonosauruses that we cavemice use for 

long* air trips! 

















The Jligh-bpOTp-b was filled with 
balloonosauruses that were ready for 

Some were filling up on flight 

fuel: superbean concentrate for the 

big ones, and 
























DID YOU HERR ME? ^ 


for the faster ones. 



Gas from the beans is how they fly! 

‘'Let's get our tails in gear!” I urged my 
teammates. “We have to find the tablet with 
the second RiDDLe!” 

Easier squeaked than done! Where could 
it be? We SCiAnCnEiD everywhere. 
We looked between the balloonosauruses' 
paws: DaQUfflDDaey 
We looked inside 


V 




































DID YOU HEAR MEP 


the baskets tied to the balloonosauruses: 

DOQUfflDlUeB 

We looked along the balloonosaurus 
runway: cosOTcaQS 
Then Hercule got a fabumouse idea! “Let's 
ask somebody for HtlV — a rodent who 
knows the flightport well." 

“Mouserific plan/' Clarissa said. “How 
about the manager?" 

Ah, (^(grcSS’a . . . what a determined 
mouse! 

We found the manager easily enough. He 

was very, very TALL and very, very SKINNY. 

He was a rodent of few words — gruff but 
polite. 

“If you haven't found what you're looking 
for among the balloonosauruses on the 
fltHliia.y , try looking in their training 
pen," he suggested. 








DID YOU HtAR MEP ^ 


He led us to a FEftOEO“W compound. 

'This is where we train the baby 
balloonosauruses,” he explained. "Here, 
they learn to stretch their wings and 0^. 
They exercise until they're big enough to 
take flight on their own. And when they 
do, you can smBfi them coming from a 
thousand tails away!” 








I 
















































CAN YOU FIND THE TABLET 
THAT HAS THE SECOND 
RIDDLE FOR THE SUPER 
STILTONOOT TEAM? 


^ ■■ A ■' .'Xft, .'c 

s, \.v'\ 


.1 


jeSed IJ8I aqi uo uoapineo 
9JBJJI9DU0D UB9qjodnS oqj ui >100 ^ 

=J9MSUV 









































































DID YOU HEAR MEP 


Slithering on our bellies, we approached 

the little Eaiioonfisawuses. we 

didn’t want to frighten them! 

The compound was filled with cute but 
little balloonosaurus pups! 
Trumpeting triceratops! They didn’t stay 
still for a second! They sk'ppe4 here 
and there, squealed and squeaked, and 
tooted away. (After all, they were full of 

superbean gas!) 

PFFFFT! PFFFFTf PFFFFT! 

'‘Maybe the manager is right,” said 
Benjamin, covering his snout. “The RiDDL^ 
could be inside the pen.” 

We wanted to look around, but the pups 
were so wild that crossing the PEN seemed 
impawssible! 

But Clarissa took matters into her own 


paws. 




V" 

DID YOU HEAR ME? <r^ 


STOV TTI she bellowed at the crazy 
pups. ‘‘If you don't stop moving around 
right now, Til make you all take a bath — 
with soap! V®U Mt?'' 

The pups froze in their tracks. Then, with 
their little tails between their 
they trotted silently to one corner. 

Ah, (KgrcS'S'g — what a mouse! 

Trap, Benjamin, and I searched all over 







































DID YOU HEAR MEP 


the pen, but Hercule was the one who finally 
found the tablet with the RiDDLe. 

It was inside a big cauldron of superbean 
concentrate! 

Yt/CK — this was one seriously sweu^ 

search! 

The little tablet was chiseled with three 
words: 

TavePM 

cavePN 

lanitePM 


While Trap, Benjamin, Hercule, and I 
were deep in thought, Clarissa took the 
opportunity to douse us all with a triple 
dose of her lily of the valley perfume. 



Soaked in perfume, Trap cried, “Hey! 





DID YOU HtOR MEP 


■V 


What in the name of all things cheesy are 
you doing?'' 

“OH, QUIT YOOE SOOOMIHG!- she replied. 

Clarissa sniffed us again and exclaimed, 

Ugh! You Still stink, even with *0^ 

all that perfume! You smell like 

fottett Jut*assic jack 









Ignoring Clarissa’s complaints, we read the 
riddle again. What did those words mean? 

“TavePN makes me think of the Rotten 
Tooth Tavern,” Trap mused. 

or couft/E.'' exclaimed Hercule. 
“There’s a cavePN on the cliff next to the 

tavern!” 

“And if there’s a LamtePN inside that 

cavern, then we solved the puzzle!” Clarissa 
added. 

Ah, (3(arcS'S‘9 — what an intelligent mouse! 
“So here’s what the RiDDL® means: Get 

the LaiutePM that’s inside the cavepiu next 

to the taVCPRI,” Benjamin summed up. 










ATTACK OF THE WIMPY JEllYFISH 




We raced to the tavern, then 
borrowed a RAFT so we could 
paddle out to the cavern. 

Trap was the STRONGEST, 
so he took the oars and 
began to row toward the 
cavern. But the current 
was strong, and our flimsy 
little raft began to roc 
\liESjLand IrfDnifflD and 
and [KiJIIjlFIIl in 
the rapids. Petrified 
cheese — how 


pufft 













prehistorically SCARY ! We 

almost flipped over, and I 
was sure we were goners, 
but then . . . 

“The lantern!” shouted Benjamin, 
poifititig to the far end of the 
cave. 

I see it!” I cried, reaching out a 
paw. But as soon as I grabbed the 
lantern, I got hit by an enormouse 









W0V© and went tumbling into the 
water. - 7 t /tS I 

Before I could twitch a whisker, a swarm 
of jellyfish stung me with their tentacles. 
V^CCHf What Paleolithic pain! 

This was net going well. 

“Don’t be scared, Uncle Geronimo! 
Benjamin said. “These are UrilTipi| 

-1 recognize them. They only 
sting because they’re frightened!” 









nTTRCK OF THE WIMPY lEUYFISH 





'That’s right!” exclaimed 
Hercule. “They’re not doing 
it on purpose — pOQT 

tilings!” 

“Poor things?!” I 
squeaked as a jellyfish 
me under my 

tail. 

I know how we can get rid 
of those scared creatures without 
hurting them,” Clarissa said suddenly. “The 
mi from the lantern will scare them 
away!” 

Ah, Gi2TL§§2 . . . she always comes up 
with such fa burnouse ideas! 

Too bad I was the one holding the 
lantern — so I had to SCAPE the jellyfish 
away! I gulped, gathered my courage, and 
began to swing the lantern above the 




DTTnCK OF THE WIMPY lEllYFISH 


The jellyfish in fear. Holey cheese, it 
was a miracle! 

Clarissa quickly extended an OAR. and 
fished me out of the water. I was soaking 
wet, I was in and I was clinging to 

the oar like an octopusaurus — but at least 
I still had all my fur! 





' 
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I had made a megalithic fool of myself 
in front of Clarissa, but at least I had the 
tAMlXTlM! Attached to the lantern, we 

* 

I found a little stone tablet that read: 

For tHe NeKt riDDie, go 
to tHe Most CHarMiNG, 
BPiLUaNt, MOUSePiPiC 

pepoptep ini tHe stonie 
AGe; sauy ROCKMOusenii 

My friends and I ID/^SISSU) to Gossip 
Radio faster than saber-toothed tigers. 





















COOl IT. GUYS! 


“Ha, \tjdL, Haf ” Sally cackled when she 
saw us. “Here comes the team, led 

by the great riddlemaster. Trap Stiltonoot! 

Hee, 


Offended, Trap grumbled under his 

whiskers.“afi^>^D^j^ ^ 

“Here’s the lantern,” 

said Hercule, trying to w ■ 

stay on task. “Now 







fiork over the 

next riddle, Sally! 

“COOL IT, 

Guys!” Sally 

said, flashing 
a shifty little 
smile. ‘'Do you 
seriously still think 
you can Win? 

“Why not?” asked GUtlSSq. 







COOl IT. GUYS! 


“Until the race is over, we're in it to win it!" 
Sally snickered. “Keep in mind that the 

Jurassic CIneddarsnouts have 

already solved their third riddle, and the 

Megalithic Mice have solved their fourth!” 
Benjamin and I exchanged a cl!sclppo!ntecl 


NUMBER OF KIDDIES SOIVED BY 
THE COMPETING TEGMS; 






















COOl IT, GUYS! 


look. We were moving as slowly as a Stone 
Age snail! 

''We can still do it!” Clarissa squeaked 
with determination. She turned to Sally. 
"What's the next RiDDLe?” 

"Massive meteorites, if you insist — here 
it is!” Sally said, hurling the stone tablet at 



Rats! I rubbed my sore snout and tried to 
stay focused. Chiseled on the tablet was this 
riddle: 


Me NiaKes a saBer-tootHeD 
tiBCP tPeMBie. 


“That’s impawssible,” snorted Trap. 








COOl IT. GUYS! 



A saber-toothed tiger isn't of 

anything!” 

'‘You're wrong, Uncle Trap!” Benjamin 
said with a grin. "Saber-toothed tigers are 

afraid of WATER- 

R/QHT/ I was just about to say that,” 
Clarissa squeaked up. “But the riddle isn’t 
about something — it’s about someone! 
Read it again: He makes a saber-toothed 

tiger tremble . . 

"Hmm.” 
Benjamin 


thoughtful. 
"If you were 
a saber-toothed 
tiger, who would you 

be afraid of?” 

Trap tried to imagine he 


see 







COOl IT. GUYS! 


was a SABER-TOOTHED TIGER. ''Let's see. 

rd have menacing eyes, big TEETH.. ■ 
"Big teeth!" exclaimed Hercule. "With 
such large those flea-infested felines 

must be worried about cavities!" 

BONES RND STONES. 



he was right! The thing that frightened 
saber-toothed tigers the most had to be . . . 
"The dentist!" exclaimed Trap. "The 

answer is the .. 

"There's no time to lose," 

■ 

squeaked Clarissa. "Let's 
hurry to the Club 
Clinic, home of 
^fflousey V very 
best dentists and 


doctors! 


; 







While our team c^t^bTat^d solving the 
riddle, Hercule pulled me aside. 

‘"Geronimo, there’s something about this 
whole treasure hunt that Let’s 

start Sioirf.fio^ around! Listen — pssst . . . 
pssst . . . pssst ...” 

My jaw dropped as I listened to Hercule’s 
whispers. 'Tetrified cheese! WHAT are you 
squeaking about?” 

I hung back to talk more with Hercule 
while Trap, Benjamin, and Clarissa 
scampered to the dentist to look for the next 

RiDDLe. 

As soon as they le^t, Hercule said, “I 













WHY. WHY. WHYYYY?! 


can tell that you’re confused, so I’ll try to 
explain the whole thing again.” He looked 
me in the eye. “You know Why we’re dead 
last in the treasure hunt, right?” 

“Uh, because the other teams are better 
than we are?” I guessed. 

■WROI/6, Geronimo!” he squeaked. 
“We’re last because Sally gave the easu- 
eheesu riddles to the other teams and the 

ones to us!” 

At that moment, we saw the Jurassic 
Cincddarsiiouts darting toward us, led 
by Squeaks McStone. 

“Yoo-hoo, Squeaks!” Hercule called 
to him. “Would you please read us your 
RiDDLe?” 

Squeaks showed us the tablet. It said: 

WHat's tNe SQuare in 
OLD mouse citu? 






huh? 

miir J! 


it for a looooong time 


and finally figured out the answer!” 


Trumpeting trieeratops! ” I lokc^perecC to 


Hercule. ''Any cheesebrain knows that it’s 
Singing Rock Square!” 

“Exactlyf” Hercule said with a nod. 
''Did you notice anything else?” 

I thought for a moment. "You mean that 
Squeaks like Jurassic jack cheese 

left out in the sun?” 

“WROI/G AGA/I//” Hercule grimaced. 
"Massive meteorites, Geronimo, try using 
that head of yours!” 

. . . er, 












WHY. WHY, WHYYYY?! 


“Do I have to explain everything?’’ he 
grumbled, throwing his paws in the air. “Not 


only did we get the most difficult riddles, 


but weVe also had to run from one end of 
the city to the other, covering tails upon tails 
upon tails.”* 



right! “Huh, I hadn’t thought of that ...” 
“Wake up, Geronimo! Sally is making us 


all over the place, which keeps us far 


away from our caves!” Hercule concluded. 

“But wHy?” 

Suddenly, I had an idea about what that 
rat Sally was up to. But . . . It 

couldn’t be! 



The basic unit of measurement In the Stone Age Is 
based on the length of the tail of the village leader, 
Ernest Heftvmouse. 
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CAVERN OF 
THE WIMPY 
JELLYFISH 


LIBERTY 

ROCK 





















































Cheese niblets! ww hadn’t I realized it 
before? 

Sally wanted to steal my STONE AGE 

scoop — a scoop so big that I was keeping 
it a secret. So secret that I had completely 
forgotten about it! That had been Sally’s 
plan all along! 






FOSSILIZED FETA! 


“The inktvkwr I exclaimed. “The 
interview with maestro Samuel Songsnout!” 
Hercule looked puzzled. 
















:el 

IT is 

the most famouse 
musician in 

‘Wlou&e/ 

I reminded him. 

''In fact, he’s 
the most famouse 
musician in the Stone Age! 

Hercule shrugged. "So what?” 

"He’s famouse for two reasons,” I said. 
"First, he invented the ClMl3ipl]anQ,'“a 
prehistoric instrument that is played by 
whacking clubs against horns, and second, 
he HATES doing interviews. Songsnout has 
never — and I mean NEVER — agreed to a 
single Mmimr 


“Aha!” squeaked Hercule. “But, Geronimo, 
you’re not saying that ...” 





ARE YOU SURE YOU'RE 5UREP 


“As sure as squeaking!” I exclaimed. 
“Three days ago, I finally convinced him 
to see me. I snagged the very first and only 
interview with SmUlL SOlMGSNOUT!” 

“Did else know about the 

interview?” Hercule asked. 

I shook my head. “Not a single rodent. I 
hid the interview transcript in a SECRET 
place only I know about!” 

“Where did you hide it?” Hercule looked 
worried. “You don’t have it with you now, 

do you, cineesebrair)?” 

“Don’t get your tail in a twist!” I said. “I 
left it in my cave, in a very §®re place.” 

Hercule tugged on his whiskers. “Are 
you absolutely sure? OTl© HWIDRSD 

STtR®? What if Sally found 
out about it from her shifty henchmice?” 

I hadn’t thought of that. 




ARE YOU SURE YOU'RE 5UREP 


// 

‘'And what if Sally organized this treasure 
hunt to keep you away from your cave and 

steal your interview transcript?'' 

// 




“And what if we go to your cave and check 
things out right now?" 

"Um.. 

I turned as pale as a ball of mozzarella. 
Hercule was right! The lilt transcript 
was no longer safe! What if Sally had gotten 
her on it? That would be 

unsqueakable! 

“We'd better check," I said. We HESWSW 
to my cave as fast as our paws could take us. 
When we got there, we peeked through the 
window and — holey rolling boulders! 

“Sally's henchmice are in there!" I 
squeaked, tying my tail in knots. 






ARE YOU SURE YOU'RE SURE? 


GWIY! 

Two mean-looking rodents had snuck 
into my cave and were rummaging through 
cVctyfltirtfl I oivlicj! What a prehistoric 
disaster! We had to think of a way to stop 
them I 












































Luckily, Hercule was quick on his paws. 
mSr as a falling meteorite, he dashed 
away from my cave and waved for me to 
follow him. __ 

Watcin this, 

Geronimo!’' he said 
with a chuckle. 
Then he took a 
deep breath and 
cried, ''Emergency 
at Gossip Radio! 
There’s been 
a break-in!” 
A second later, 




























Sally’s henchmice darted out of my cave and 
hightailed it to Gossip Radio. Bones and 
stones, what a relief! Hercule and I scurried 
into my cave as soon as the coast was clear. 

my friend instructed. ‘‘When 
those stonesnouts figure out there’s no 
EMEUGKXCY, they’ll be back in the twitch 
of a whisker!” 

I quickly checked to see if my Mtmm 
was safe. I was shaking with nerves from 
















A M0USESTA5TIC IDEA! 


the ends of my ears to the tip of my tail! But 
it was still in its plclCe under my 

pillow, wrapped inside a palm leaf. whev! 
The tablets were stacked like a book, and 
on the cover Td written SONGSNOUt 

initerview 



“Prehistoric Parmesan! What are we going 
to do now? Sally’s henchmice are 

going to be back any 
minute,” squeaked 
Hercule, twisting 
his tail. “Come on, 

Geronimo. IBIIIKI- 
"Um, Icf's see.. 
“Well? Come on. 
What’s the plan?” 

■£«ve rats!" 

I said, annoyed. 
“Hercule, if you 











R M0U5ESTA5TIC IDEA! 



keep interrupting, Til hit 
you on the with 

my book of Greasella 
Stonyfur's most famouse 
recipes!” 

Hearing that, Hercule 
looked at me with a 

smile. He picked up 

the book of recipes from the 
table. 

''Of course! That's a mousestastic id 
Huh? What was he squeaking about now? 

"These recipe Taeiets are the same 

size as the tablets you used to chisel the 
interview,” Hercule went on. "Look!” 

I examined the two books of tablets very 

closely. fossilized Dlieese tpumts! 

Hercule was right. The size and shape 
were ia^ntical ! 


















“Listen carefully, Geronimo. We’ll 

* 

§UJ@)(g) the covers! When Sally’s 
henchmice come back, they’ll take the 
wrong thing!” Hercule squeaked excitedly. 
“They’ll grab Greasella’s recipes instead of 

the inkmmr 

I had to admit, it was a FABUMOUSfi 
idea. It just might save our fur! 

Grinning, we switched the covers. 
Then we wrapped the recipe book (with 

soiuGsniout initepview on its cover) in 

the palm leaves and left the actual interview 
(with the cookbook’s cover) in plain sight 
on the table. 





















n M0USE5TA5TIC IDEA! 



We left my cave feeling as as 

prehistoric peacocks. 

‘ Yoo-Koo, Geronimo! Hercule!'' 
someone called from the road. ‘'We're here!" 

It was Clarissa! She, Benjamin, and Trap 
were back from the dentist's office with a 
new RiDDLe in their paws. 

It said: 

paiNt youp PUP peo - 
nnaue no niiistaKes! 

THON scannpep to WHOPe 
tue Latest News upeaus. 







Wait one whisker-loving minute! 

'Taint ourselves RPP?” I cried. “Sticks 
and stones! That’s impawssible!” 

The Rrp ochre mine that is the source 
of all cavemice dye was thousands of 
away! It would take us a day to get there 
and back. 

How many seashells would I have to paw 
over to get what we needed from the citizens 
of Old Mouse City to paint ourselves red? It 
my fur just thinking about it! 

“I know what to do/’ Clarissa J, 

before I eould get my tail in too mueh of a 
twist. 











AS RED AS FOSSIIIZED HOT PEPPERS! 




We all LOOKED at her, 

intrigued. What could she have 
in mind? 

“Wedl paint ourselves RPP 
v^ith one of my new inventions! 
she squeaked. “Come on, follow 
me!” 

With that, we followed the 
fabumouse and briUiarit 
mouse to her cave. There, 
she showed us her stone 
tub, where water 
from the Great 
Gurgling Geyser 

bubbled 


super-pure and 

super-hot. 

Clarissa went 
over to her 











AS RED AS FOSSIIIZED HOT PEPPERS! 


dresser and began rummaging through 
drawers of vials, and perfume 

bottles, until she finally said, “f iTf 

Super-concentrated Jurassic beet juice!'' 

“What is that?” I asked. I had no clue 

what her plan was! 

Clarissa opened the bottle, poured the 

contents into the tub, and . . . Vf THE 
GREAT lAf*! The gurgling water instantly 

turned BRjCHT Rt l? fizzled with 
mousetastic bubbles! 

“So ... do we have to go in there?" I 
asked, WQTTlBcI. 

Clarissa didn't bother answering. Instead, 
she gracefully jumped into the water. When 
she came out, she was bright red from head 
to tail. Ah, (3(artS'S'9 — what an amazing 
mouse! 

“Hooray!" exclaimed Hercule, Benjamin, 




AS RED AS FOSSIIIZED HOT PEPPERS! 


and Trap. Following Clarissa's example, 

they dove into the tub. 

But I hesitated. 

‘'Um, is the water very hot? What if the 
CDiei? doesn't ever fade from our fur? 
What if my poor get boiled?" 










AS RED AS FOSSIIIIED HOT PEPPERS! 


Trap and Hercule finally dragged me into 



When I climbed out of the water, I was as 


red as a hot lava pepper! 


“What are we waiting for?” said Clarissa. 

“Let’s hightail it out of here!” 

Since the riddle said that we should 
“scamper to where the latest news breaks,” 
we ran straight to Gossip Radio. When 
Sally Spotted us coming, she hastily 
hid something behind her back. Holey 
boulders — it looked exactly like the 
l8€lf-wrapped book that Fd left in my cave! 

Sally’s henchmice had fallen into our 
trap — they’d stolen the instead 

of the real interview! 

'‘What do you know?” Hercule vrhi^perecf 
with a grin. “Our plan worked!” 

Pretending we didn’t notice the tablets, 






AS RED AS F0SSIII7ED HOT PEPPERS! 



we asked Sally for the next riddle. 

She handed us a tablet that read: 

AS stpaiGHt as arrows, tse 

soNtiNeis Circle arouniD. 
NOtNiNG ereaKS tseiui. niot eveni 
a stone From tse gpouhdi 












































We were more determined than ever to 
figure this out and finish the treasure hunt. 
We got to work on the RiDDL^ right away. 

“Sentinels . . . hmmm/' Clarissa said. 
“What do sentinels do?” 

“They protect or keep mtm over 
something,” Benjamin responded. 

Clarissa nodded. “Okay, so what could 
sentinels standing STRAIGHT as arrows be?” 
“The riddle also says, 'lUOtHilUG BP63KS 

tHenn, niot eveiu a stoiue pronn m 

GPOUIUD,’” Benjamin added. “What does 
that mean?” 

“It means that the sentinels are strong!” I 








WHAT DOES THAT MEAN? <r^ 


said. “What if they’re TREES?” 

Just then Benjamin clapped his paws in 
excitement. 

‘'No, they're not trees, Uncle Geronimo — 
they're POLES! The poles of the fence that 
goes around Old Mouse City!" 

Hercule leaped to his paws. “Of course! 

They’re STRAIGHT, they ©ipsle ®r@unel 

the city, and they are MAI^D AND 
STUI^DV — SO hard that not even a 
stone could break them!” 


“Ugh, but there are so of them," 












WHAT DOES THAT MEANP 


Trap said with a groan. “How are we 
supposed to find the next clue?'’ 

Hercule knew just what to do. 
“Siniple.'^]S\^^\\^z@/^ WIPff Each of 
us will check a different section of the fence. 
Whoever finds the riddle first will alert the 
rest of the team with a Ready? 

irr'S GOf 

He handed each of us a wooden whistle 
and assigned us areas to investigate. “When 
you hear a drop everything and 

meet at Singing Rock Square.” 

We quickly rinsed the red dye from our 







WHAT DOES THAT MEAN? 



out! — and then took off to EAAMiNEi 
the fence. Benjamin and I worked together, 
while the others spread out around the city. 

Benjamin was scampering from one 

pole to another when he tripped on a qdGK 
and fell. Petrified cheese! 

“Are you okay?’’ I asked, crouching down 
by his side. 

“Sililiitl,” he said, pressing his ear to 
the ground. He was listening attentively to 
something. ftUT WH/\T? 

“Benjamin?” I asked again. “Are you all 
right?” 

“I’m Fine!” he said, his eyes wide. “But 








WHAT DOES THAT MEANP 



there's someone under here that isn't. . 


What in the Stone Age was he squeaking 
about? I put my ear to the ground. 






heEEEIP/ 


Bones and stones! Benjamin was 

right! Someone was Yeiiinc 
^ for help underground. They could 
only be in OITIG place — the 








































WHRT DOES THAT MEAN? <r^ 


subwaysaurus tunnel! 


I had to get everyone's tail in gear to help, 
so I pulled out my 



A few minutes later, we all met at Singing 
Rock Square. 

“We didn't find the next riddle, but we 
h3V6 to hurr^!" Benjamin explained. 
“There's someone in DANGER in the 
subwaysaurus tunnel!" 

“Fossilized cheddar chunks!" exclaimed 
Hercule. “Grab your GLOBS and let’s get 
going!” 








Together we raced PQWWi POVfW> 
DQVfN under Old Mouse City into the 
metrocave, where the subwaysaurus lives. 
“Try not to make any Hereule 

issed at us. “You never know who may 






























CHDAUnRCE! 



■«ELW someone yelled at the far end of 
the tunnel. 

“Someone rescue us!” shouted a 

second voice. 

l/S/” screamed a third. 

Slithering on our B6LU6S like 

serpentsauruses, we finally came to the end 
of the tunmcl. What we saw left me 
squeakless! 
























It was the Jurassic Clneddarsnouts 

and the Megalithic Mice! They were 
T«EP up like balls of mozzarella . . . and 
they were surrounded by a gang of saber- 
toothed tigers. Fossilized feta! 

Even worse, we saw 










CHAAaARGE! 


the chief of the Saber-Toothed Squad and 
the most ferocious, evil feline in the 

entire STONE AGE! 

I was shaking in my fur and preparing 
myself for premature extinction when 
Hercule came up with a mousestastic plan. 

“Fve got an id-iea.!’’ he squeaked quietly. 
“They haven’t spotted us yet, so we’ll use 
the element of surprise. By sneaking through 
the tunnel’s shadows, we can spook those 

and pretend we’re 



prehistoric monsters!” 

Even though I didn’t want to get anywhere 
near those giant fanged felines, I had to 

admit — Hercule’s plan could work 

We tiptoed quietly down the last few steps 
into an alcove. The Saber-Toothed Squad 
still couldn’t SEE us, but we could see 
them. Once we had all reached the bottom, 





CHAaAARGEI 


(3(9rt§S’9 raised her club and squeaked 
bravely: 

"CAVEMICE, 

CHAAAARCE/' 

Side by side, we followed her, staying in 
the tunnel’s shadows. We had to reseue our 
captured fellow cavemice! 





Clarissa ran toward the saber-toothed tigers 

with a valiant cry. YAAAAAHHH! 

Hercule, Trap, Benjamin, and I imitated 
her, vying to see who could squeak loudest. 

“yAAAAAHHH!” 

“UUUUUGHH!” 

“AAAAAAYAAAHHHHf” 


When the saber-toothed tigers saw the 
shadows of us with our clubs raised, they 
began to shake like Paleozoic pudding! 




Monsters!” cried 


shaking in his fur. 














AH, CLARISSA . .. WHAT A MOUSE! 


Then they all turned tail as we swung our 
clubs and started CfJw^SWWWg them away! 

Then we heard thundering pawsteps 
coming down the tunnel. Holey cheese — all 
that racket had attracted the attention of 
rodents aboveground, who were 
to help us! 














AH. ClARISSA .. . WHAT A MOUSE! 


The village chief, Ernest Heftymouse, and 
his wife, Chattina, scurried the 

subwaysaurus tunnel, followed by a group 
of cavemice armed with GLOBS 
“Take that!’’ shrieked Chattina, swinging 
at Tiger Khan. “And that! And that!” 



and 

outnumbered, the 
Saber-Toothed 
Squad hightailed 
it away, slipping 
out through a 
K®l0 in the 
tunnel. 
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AH, ClARISSR . .. WHAT A MOUSE! 


“You were lucky Benjamin heard 
you!” Hercule squeaked to the Jurassic 
Cheddarsnouts and Megalithic Mice as he 
untied them. “If we hadn't ARRIVED when we 
did, you would have been mouse meatballs!” 

When we all got back aboveground, we 
were carried in through 

the streets of Old Mouse City. Everyone 
cheered and clapped their paws. 

"^oorgu, CtgrLgga! 

Wooroy, Geronrmo!” 

“HOORAY, TRAP!” 

For all the cheddar in the Stone Age! What 
a prehistoric moment! 























The only thing left to do was to finish the 

TREASURE HUNT and find the 

hidden treasure! Easier squeaked than 
done . . . 


“Our clues led us here, to this part of the 

subwaysaurus tunnel,” said Squeaks 

McStone. 

''Yes,” Bobby Bouldermouse agreed, 
pointitiQ to a dot on the ground nearby. 
"Ours do, too!” 

The two teams began to dij^ as fast as 
their paws could go. 







After some digging, they found a big 










JUSTICE IS SERVED! 




bag filled with SeOShellS! 

What a Paleozoic prize! Since 
both teams had they 

divided the treasure equally. 

When we got out of the 
subwaysaurus tunnel, Clarissa 
made Hercule, Trap, Benjamin, and me all 
take baths. The bath wasn’t just to 

make us look more presentable — Clarissa 
mainly wanted to get rid of our Jurassic 

StBllChl 



After we bathed, we headed to 
Gossip Radio for the official end to 

the TREASURE HUNT. As Sally 

announced the winners, she made sure 
to point out, ''Geronimo, your team was 

dead last! HEE, HEE, HEEI” 

Squeaks McStone spoke up. “Maybe, 
but Geronimo and his team saved Old 





lUSTICE IS SERVED! 


Mouse City from and 

the Saber-Toothed Squad!” 

“Exactly,” Bobby Bouldermouse agreed. 
“To thank him and his team, I think we 
should have in their honor!” 

A cheer went up in the crowd, 

“But before we do that,” Hercule said, 
“there's something you all need to know. 

The TREASURE HUNT was actually 


an enormouse scam! Sally gave our team 
RiDDLeS that were harder than giant 
boulders. While we were distracted, she 
tried to TfeAl an important interview that's 
supposed to be published in The Stone 
Gazetted 

Sally's eyes widened, and her mouth hung 
open. 

“Fess up, Sally!” Hercule said, looking 
her sti*Slighi in the eyes. “YOO Stole 




Geronimo’s interview 



with Samuel 
Songsnout!” 
Sally scowled. 

No, I didn’t! 
That article 
is mine, and 
I’ll prove 


it! IiOOICl” Sally held the tablets she’d 
taken from my cave, with “SORIGSRIOUt 

iRitepview’ chiseled on the cover. “I have it 
right here. Fm the one who 
®ut an interview with the secretive 
Songsnout — not that rOttBO^SHiBUiliQ 
reporter rodent!'' 

'Tine!" said Hercule. "Then prove it. Why 
don't you read us a few lines of the interview, 
just to give us a sneak preview?" 








JUSTICE IS SERVED! 



Sally took off the cover of the t3BLCt 
and began to read. “Here it is: ‘Greasella 
Stonyfur’s Recipes: Special Dishes for the 
Discerning Rat.' Wait, WHAT?" 

Sally stopped squeaking and turned as 
red as the lava from the Cheddar Volcano! 

“Go ahead, Sally. Why don't you continue 

asked Hercule. 

Sally shot her henchmice a dirty look. 

They tried to make themselves 
look very 5nall. 

“Uh, well . . . the 
lighting isn't very good 
here . . ." she mumbled. 

As Sally tried to find 
an excuse, I scurried 
back to my cave and 
grabbed the ITGSil 
interview. 










JUSTICE IS SERVED! 




“Sally is lying — this is the real interview! 
The one I’m holding in my own two paws!” 


Sally finally exploded, SCREECHING at her 


henchmice, “You couldn’t even steal the 


right tablets? yoU’RE FIRED! 


“IVe heard enough!” Ernest Heftymouse 
thundered. “Sally, you lie more than a bed 
of rocks. Em afraid Fll have to ban you from 
the celebration. Everyone else is invited to 

the Rotten Tooth Tavern at sunset! 

We all scurried away to our caves to get 
ready for the party. When we met again 
at the tavern, I sat next to the beautiful, 
moustastic, fgV^OMoose Clarissa. 

“Hi, Geronimo!” she squeaked. 

I tugged on my whiskers. “H-h-hi, 


. . . 







JUSTICE IS SERVED! 



I was gearing up for a romantic speech 
that rd practiced, but before I could say 
anything, Hercule attacked a bowl of 


rOSSiLIZ:ED rOHTINA. DIP 


with such gusto that it spilled all over me. 

WHAT A MRS! 

“Geronimo!"’ Clarissa cried, wiping the 
cheese from her fur. “Maybe we can sit 
















JUSTICE IS SERVED! 


together when you learn better 


manners! 


Before I could even squeak, she 
got to her paws and walked away. 

Aside from that tcy^ detail, the party 
was mouserific. We'd had quite an 
ADVKXTlJRli:! We may have lost the 
treasure hunt, but we saved Old Mouse City 
from the Saber-Toothed Squad. And for us 


cavemice, a fabumouse rCflST with friends 
is always the best reward! 

ril be on the lookout for my next adventure 
in the Stone Age, or Tm not. . . 































































' Gcfoniff? Sti^n 




CAUCMiCt 


CAJEMiCt 


CA^iEMICC 


CA^fCMiCE 


CAJEMiCC 


#4 Tilt Fas! and 
the Frozen 


\nSSmon 


•Ooronlnw SWltiTi 


CAIliEMiet 


CA\(EMiC( 


CAVEMiCE 


CAjEMiCE 


MgEMiCE 


MY JllffOiAUItyS 
WIU WIN! 


#6 Don't Wake the #7 Tm a Scaredy-Mouse! 
Dinosaur! 


#9 Get the Scoop, 
Geronimoj _ 


#8 Surfing for Secrets 


#10 My Autosaurus 
Will Win! 


'Goton^friS Swton 


CAgEMICE 


CAgEMiCE 


CAgSMICE 


TKI SMELLY 
^^SIA«CM_ 


#11 Sea Monster #17 Paws Off the Pearl! 
Surprise 


#14 Shoo, Caveflies! 
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Be sure to 
read all my 
fabumouse 
adventures! 







W MV 


#4 I'm To« fmi of 
My Furl 



IS Four Mice Deep in 
the Jungle 




#1 Lost Treasure of 
the Emerald Eye 




LGononlRio-gtlftOil 


#2 The Curse of the 
Cheese Pyramid 


#6 Paws Off, 
Cheddorfocel 


#7 Red Pinos for o 
Blue Count 



#9 A Fabumouse 
Vocation for Geronimo 




#14 Ibd Temple of the 


iDd lemp 
Ruby of I 


-. 

#19 My Name Is Sritlon, 
Geronimo Stilton 




#11 ft's Holloween, 
You 'Fraidy Mousel 


#10 All Becouse of o 
Cup of Coffee 


#12 Merry ChHstmas, 
Geronimo i 


GBOtHMOl 




r 






#20 Surf's Up, 
Geronimo! 


#21 The Wild, Wild 
West 


#22 The Secret 
of Cocklefur Costio 



#3 Cat and Mouse In a 
Haunted House 



#8 Attack of the 
Bandit Cats 



#13 The Phantom of 
the Subwoy 



#18 Shipwreck on the 
Pirate blonds 



A Christmas Tale 








































































#23 Volentifie's Day 
Disaster 



#24 Field Trip to 
Hiogara Falls 



#25 The Search For 
Sunken Treasure 



#26 The Mummy 
with No Nome 



#27 The Christmas 
Toy Factory 



#28 Wedding #29 Down and Out #30 The Mouse Islond 

Crasher Down Under Marothon 



#32 Volley of the #33 Oeronimo ortd the #34 Geronimo Stilton, 
Giant Skeletons Gold Medal Mystery Secret Agent 



#37 The Race Across #38 A Fobumouse #39 Singing Sensation 
America School Adventure 



#42 The Pfcuilar #43 I'm Noi a #44 The Giant 

Pumpkin Thief Supermousel Diamond Robbery 



#31 The Mysterious Chrislmas Catastrophe 
Cheese Thief 



i/Rip Stiftof* 




#40 The Karate Mouse 


Stinofi 


tukiliLCV 

i VKII 

A" ■ ■ m ^ 1 


#41 Migkly Mount 
Kilimanjaro 


#36 Geronimo's 
Valentine 





#45 Save the 
Whole! 


#46 The Hounted 
Costle 




















































Run for the Hills, 
Gerommol 



#46 The Mystery in 
Venice 





#49 The Way of 
the Sotnurai 



#50 This Hotel Is 
Haunted! 



#51 The Enormouse 
Pearl Heist 





The Hunt for the 
Golden Book 


#57 The Stinky 
Cheese Vocation 


#60 The Treasifre of 
Easter Island 


#64 Magical Mission #65 Bollywood 

Burglary 


#59 Welcome to 
Moldy Manor 


The Hunt for the 
Curious Cheese 


#61 Mouse House 
Hunter 


Overboard! 


#63 The Cheese 
Experiment 


The Hunt for the 
Hundredth Key 


#66 Operotion: 
Secret Recipe 


#58 The Super 
Chef Contest 

























































Don't miss 
any of my 
special edition 
adventures! 


The Quest for 
PARADISE: 


The Amazing 
VOYAGE: 


THE DRAGON The VOLCANO 
Prophecy: of fire: 



the Kingdom 
of Fantasy 


MIIHIUMU WM 



The Search 
FOR TREASURE: 



THf RirrURNTO THE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 


THE THIRD adventure 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE rOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


The Enchanted The Phoenix The Hour of 


THI FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
IN THI KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 



The Wizard's The Ship of 


CHARMS: OF DESTINY: MAGIC: 


WAND: 


SECRETS: 


THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF fantasy 


AN ERIC KINGDOM OF 
FANTASY ADVINTURE 


THE EIGHTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE NINTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THF TENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 



THE JOURNEY 
THROUGH Time 


Back in time: 

THE SECOND JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 


THE RACE 
AGAINST TIME: 

THE THIRD(OURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 


LOST IN TIME: 

THE FOURTH lOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 
























ChIEPELLA von CaCKLEFUII 


I, (^^/ton, have a lot of mouse 

friends, but none as Spooky as my friend 

CreEPELLA von CaCKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYST6RI00S mouse with a pet 
bat named Bitewing. Vm a real ’fraidy 

mouse, but even I think Creepella and her 

family are /3\!^D[!D[LI1Y7 fascinating. I can’t wait 
for you to read all about CreEPELLA in these 

and spectacularly spooky tales! 
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OrintLm^riDiitani 

Mf 


#5 Fright Night 


#2 Meet Me in 
Horrorwood 


#3 Ghost Firate 
Treasure 


#4 Retyrn of the 
Vainpire 


^C^tiPEunovCwtuiiif 

PliLL 


|[M|| ' ' \ 

viw CKKurr? 

- ' fill Hj^iifaii 

DIUPSAUR 


TMO PHANfOM 4w 
Tlii THIATIR 


#9 The Haunted 
Dinosaur 


#7 A Suitcase Full 
of Ghosts 


#E The Phatitom of 
the Theater 


#1 The Thirteen 
Ghosts 



Ge^fiintc S'tTItor. 


#6 Ride for 
Your Life! 







MEET 

Geroir)inf)o Stiltonord 


7 ir: 





He is a mouseking — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg. From sailing frozen waters 
to facing fiery dragons, every day is an 


adventure for the micehingsl 
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MeeT 





^GctottRo 




Ggrt?nSio ^tfftom 


Gcronfiio ^tf/ton 


GcfonISio ^tlfton 


CeRONiMO STilTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1, 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 




teu^i Mini, ^ 
CAraiNl 


^ ilCi PLANET 
11 AHViNTtJlII 




AS&eua&H 


#1 Alien Esiape #2 Toi're Mil a, Civtaiil #3 Ice Plaiat Advaifure Galoctk Gaol #5 Rescue Rebellion 


^Tt« VNMIlWAftR 


PLAMIT 


f^Genm^ £tf/ton 


BEWARE t 
SPACE JUNKl . 




Cg pACeMiC g^ 

AWAY IN A 
STAR SLiO 


#6 Tie Underwater #7 Be wort I Space Junki #6 Away ii o Stir Sled 

Planet 


, 'fLURP MMIfTIRl 
IKOWROWN < 


#9 Slurp Moister 
Showdowi 


#10 Pirate Spocecot 
Attack 
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SINGING ROCK 
HEFTYMOUSE SQUARE 
HOUSE 


RTRTION 


CHEDDAR 




































MMO IS 

GERONIMO STILTONOOT? 


^ He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village of 
Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites). 

V 

his life in the Stone Age 
is full of adventure! 


r 


THE SMELLY SEARCH 

Geronimo Stiltonoot and friends have been 
invited to participate in a Stone Age 
treasure hunt! How fun! The one issue is 
that it has been set up by Gossip Radio 
host Sally Rockmousen, Geronimo’s rival. 

Is it some sort of trick? The hunt is full of 
difficult riddles and very stinky dinosaurs • • 
but nothing will stop Geronimo’s team! 
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“And now I have some ^XCjti-Dg 
she continued. “Gloomeria witnessed the 
incredible Baritonio Blacksong tonight. It 
would be a nrGQi iC5S if his voice was not 
heard again. And since singing with him has 
made me so happy - 
“We have decided to go on a 
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Happily Gloomy Ever After 


TOUK together!” the phantom finished. 

“Hooray!” The room full of mice ejieerecf. 

With so much to Gelefepsti, it was a long 
night. It was very, very late when the von 
Cacklefurs finally made their way home. 

“I’m going to put Baby to bed,” 
Madame LaTomb announced. 

everyone!” 

“Madame,” Geronimo called out. “Why 
don’t you JOIN the tour with Violetta and 
Baritonio? You’re a stupendous trio!” 

The housekeeper looked around 

the room. “No,” she replied while giving 
Baby a tight squeeze. “ I have everything 
I need right here at Cacklefur Castle. I 
couldn’t imagine being this happily gloomy 
anywhere else!” 




The World 
Tour 


On the tape recorder, Creepella’s voice 
FadBd awau and was replaced with 
background static. I had been in a dream 
state listening to her describe that 

THUIUIMG MIGHT the Royal 

Mousetropolitan Theater. The crackling 
sounds snapped me back to my office in 
New Mouse City. 

Grandfather William and Thea were 

VESi). 

“Geronimo, this story had me on the edge 
of my seat. It’s a true pSW^Wt#f,” my 
sister declared. “Publish it immediately!” 

“Yes, you must, my grandfather 
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The World 



concurred. “You’re a huge SCafeuy- 
moUSe in the story, but —” 

I was about to squeak that I’d like to see 
how he would have acted in my place when 
Creepella’s shrill voice chirped back out of 
the tape recorder. 


“Well, furheart. I’m sure you’re already 
thinking about when you can publish this 
3r'ippin3 S'tory, but it’ll have to wait a few 









































The World 



days. Tomorrow, Violetta and Baritonio are 
kicking off their world tour, 

at the Royal Mousetropolitan 
Theater, and they are counting on you to be 
there. Invite whomever you wish and get 
here right away!'' 

A clicK signaled the end of the tape. 
“Well!” Grandfather bEllOWED. “What 
are you waiting for?! You heard her. We 
better get going!” 

He was right. Violetta’s and Baritonio’s 
voices had haunted me ever since that 
night, and I couldn't wait to hear them again. 
And once the performance was over, I would 
publish Creepella's book straightaway. I 
knew we had another BESTSELLER on our 
paws, because there's no better suspense 
writer in Mysterious Valley than Creepella 

VON CaCKLEFUR! 
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VrOLKTTA VON CACKLIiFLiR 
i\ND Baritonto Blackson<^ TN 
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fTiHIRTiEENI 


RETiURN 


[GHMSJtSj 


HQRRORWmO 


HiREffiSUREI 


\^SMP.IRE 


SUliTiG'A^SE 


P.HWNiTiOM 


KE'ATiER 


GHO.SmS 
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If you liked this book, 
be sure to check out 
my other adventures! 


I^HSDaififGIBallir so Bum BSE 
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Be sure to read all my 
fa burnouse adventures! 



#1 Lost Treasors of 
tke Emerald Eye 


#2 The Cerse of the #3 Cot and Moese In a 
Cheese Pyramid Haeited House 


14 I'm Too Fond of 
My Furl 


#S Four Mice Deep In 
the Jungle 





#16 A Cheese-Colored 
Camper 


#6 Paws Off, 
Cheddarfate! 


#11 It's Halloween, 
You 'Fraldy Mouse! 



#7 Red Pliias for a 


Blue Count 



#8 Attack of the 


Bandit Cats 



#12 Merry Christmas, 
Geronimo! 



#13 The Phantom of 
the Subway 



#9 A Fobumouse #10 All Because of a 

Vacation for Geronimo Cup of Coffee 



#14 The Temple of the 
Ruby of Fire 



#15 The Mono Mouso 
Code 



#18 Shipwreck on the 
Pirate Islands 


#17 Watch Your 
Whiskers, Stilton! 


#19 My Nome Is Stilton, 
Geronimo Stilton 



#20 Surf's Up, 


Geronimo! 





























































#21 The Wild, Wild 
West 



#25 The Search for 
Sinken Treasore 



#30 The Mouse Island 
Marathoi 



#34 Gerontno Stilton, 
Secret Agent 



#22 The Secret 
of Cachlefur Castle 



#26 The Mnmray 
with No None 



#31 The Mysterloes 
Cheese Thief 



#35 A Very Merry 
Christmas 



A Chrlslmos Tote #23 Valentine's Doy 

DIsoster 



#27 The Christmas 
Toy Factory 



#28 Wedding 
Crasher 






Christmas Cotoslrophe #32 Volley of the 

Giant Skeletons 



#36 Geronlmo's 
Valenlkre 



#37 The Race Across 
America 



#24 Field Trip to 
Niagara Falls 



#29 Down and Out 
Down Under 



#33 Geronbno and the 
Gold Medal Mystery 



#38 A Fabumouse 
School Adventure 



#39 Singing Sensotlon 




#41 Mighty Mount 
K8tman)aro 



#42 The Peculiar 
Pumpkin Thief 



SupermoHse! 
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#44 The Giant 
Dkimond Robbery 



#46 The Hauited 
Castle 





#45 Save the White 
Whale! 



#47 Run for the Hills, 
Geroiino! 




#49 The Way of 


the Samurai 



#58 The Super 
Chef Contest 



#62 Mouse 
Overboard! 



#55 The Golden 
Statue Plot 




#56 Flight of the 
Red Bondi 


The Hunt for the 


#57 The Stinky 


#59 Welcome to 
Moldy Manor 


The Hunt for the #60 The Treasure of #61 Moose House 
Curious Cheese Easter Island Hunter 



















































Join me and my friends as 
we travel through time In 
these very special editions! 



The journey 
Through Time 


BACK IN TIME: 

THE SECOND lOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 


THE RACE 

Against Time: 

THE THIRD JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 





















Don'i miss any of 
these ex€iting Thea 
Sisters adventures! 



Thea Stilton ond the 
Drofon's Code 



Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 
Ghost of the Shipwreck Secret City 


Thea Stilton and the 
Mystery in Paris 


Thea Stilton and the 
Cherry Bbssom Adventore 



jm 


Then Stilton ond the 
Mountain of Fire 


Then Stilton and the 
Stor Castownyi 




Pondng Shodowi 


Legend of the Fire Flowers 


on the Orient Express 


Spanish Ponce Mission 


Thea Stillea and the 
Journey to the Uois's Den 
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Stitton 


GeRONiMO STilTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 7. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


fG«ronfrno Stittm 


£tf/ton 


YOU'III MINI, 
CAPTAIN! 


‘Germfmo fitifton 


)flCI PLAN IT 
AOVINTURE 


QSPACCMiC 


‘Gcron/mo ftf/ton. 


MieUI MI 3 ILUON 


"GcronlRw Stifton 


SPACeMiC 


r^THl UNMWWATIII 
PIANIT - 


















Be sure to read 
all of our magical 
special edition 
adventures! 






The Kingdom 
OF Fantasy 



The Quest FOR The amazing The Dragon 

PARADISE: VOYAGE: PROPHECY: 


THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 


THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 




The Phoenix 
OF Destiny; 


The Volcano 

OF FIRE: 


The Search 

FOR TREASURE; 


THE enchanted 
CHARMS 




Of FANTASY 


lOURNEY^'’ 

Atlantis 


THEA STILTON: 


Thea Stilton: 


THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
Of FANTASY 


THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


AN EPIC KINGDOM OF 
FANTASY ADVENTURE 



Thea Stilton: 


Thea Stilton: 


THE journey 
TO ATLANTIS 


THE Secret of 
THE FAIRIES 


The Secret of 
THE Snow 


The Cloud 

CASTLE 














I. Alouh'taihs of -the Alahjy Vett 
Z. Cafikle-Pur Cas-tle 
3. Anjv-y Walnut Tvee 
Ratteiftbaum /Vlansion 
■5. Rainfiidiv-ai Rwev 
Bv-tdje o-f SKaky S-teps 


I . £«\ueaks||>eav*e Mansion 
0. Slimny £y/avA^ 

1- ^)5ve Highway 
lO. ^loomevia 

II. Shivevy jA'r'ts Academy 
IZ. Horvovwood Studios 
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I. Ooz.'mJ moat 
Z- Drawbridge 

r 

^ra^d eir\trair»de 

yWoldy basemcirtt 

5. Patio, with a view 
o-P tbe moat 

Dusty library 

7. Room -for unwanted 
guests 

8- yi/Iummy room 
7’ ^attbtower 



IZ. garage (-f or 
antique bearses) 

1^. Bewitdbed tower 

1^. ^ardeif> o-f 

dariT^ivorous plaints 

15. Sticky kitdbeh 

1^. Crododile pool amd 

pirai^ba tai^k 

17- Crecpellas room 

18. Tower o-f musky 
tarantulas 


10. Creaking stairdase 17* Bite wings tower 

(with anti*\ue 

11. Ban<^uet room dontraptions) 











Creepella is an enchanting and mysterious 
mouse with a pet bat named Bitewing. 

By night Creepella is a special-effects 
designer and director of scary films, and by 
day she’s studying to become a journalist! 


THF PHANTOM OF THF THFATEH 

The f amouse opera singer Violetta von Cacklef ur is in 
Gioomeria to perform at the Royal Mousetropolitan 
Theater! But the mischievous phantom of the theater 
has an old grudge against her. It s up to 
Creepella and Geronimo to track _ 
him down in the theater s spooky 


basement... before the curtains ^ 
rise and he ruins the show! 
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